a | OR, 


THE DYING PENITENT. 


A POEM. 
By CHARLES LETTS, Jux. M. L. L. S. 


fe 
MISERIS SUCCURERE DISCO, 0 vis. 


2E 


DD Au 
GS Reeling 2 7 7 | c Williams sad 


erg $647 


PRINTED BY W. CLENDINNING, NO. 25, HATTON =CARDEN, FOR THE 
AUTHOR, AND c. WILLIAMS, 


1799 


E Dayes del 


1 


I'S 


CHARLES BROWN, Es9. SURGEON. 


DEAR SIR, 


1 me thus publicly to expreſs how ſenſible I am of the 
honor your friendſhip confers on me, and to beg your accept. 
ance of my firſt attempt in the walks of Poetry. The ſubject of the 
following ſheets is not the effects produced from the luxuriant ideas of 
of a creative imagination, it flows naturally from the emotions of a 
philanthropic heart, commiſerating the diſtreſſes of thoſe unfortunate 
fellow creatures, who are reduced to infamy and want, thro' the vio- 
lated promiſes of betraying Man! 


Tho' there are few men experience ſuch keen ſenſations of remorſe, 
as Henry, yet, how many women like the 1l|-fated Emma cloſe a ſhort, 
yet painful exiſtance, unnoticed and forgot ! 


Should the reflections which occur in this Poem, but reſcue from 
deſtruction one object of unſuſpetting virtue, ſhould they arreſt but one 
libertine in his career of diſipated folly and debauchery ; and guide him 
back to the paths of morality and virtue, 1t will afford the moſt inex. 
preſſible ſatisfaftion, to him who feels proud when ſubſcribing himſelf 


Your moſt devoted, 
Humble and obedient Servant, 


THE AUTHOR. 


London, Dec. 21, 1799. 
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OR, 


THE DYING PENITENT. 


3 | I view each pallid wretch with grief ſincere 
| And call on pity for her tendereſt tear, 
PIN DAR. 


Tur night was dark, and the o'erclouded {ky 


Surcharg'd with rain, portray'd a ſcene forlorn ; 


% 


No ſound was heard ſave the hoarſe watchman's cry, 


Whoſe hollow voice proclaim'd th' approach of 


morn. | 4 
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* 
No hurrying croud upon each other preſt, 


Een buſy commerce felt its labours ceaſe, 
The ſons of toil, again had ſunk to reſt 
And lull'd by virtue ſtill repoſ'd in peace: 8 
Save where ſome midnight ſtroller bent his way 
Replete with miſchief, on by Folly led ; 
Or fallen Virtue waited for its prey 
To guide th' unthinking to the fatal bed! 12 
"Twas ſuch a night when gen'rous Alcon left 
q His ſocial friends, to ſeek his welcome home, 
And as he, walk'd with gentle pity wept 
For thoſe poor wand'rers, who were forc'd to roam 16 
Depriv'd of virtue, and without a friend, 
On guilt dependent for a ſcanty meal ; 
By ills ſurrounded which on guilt attend, 


To whom ſhall fallen innocence appeal? 20 
To 
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To whom ſigh'd Alcon as he pitying paſſ'd 

While tears of ſorrow gliſten d in his eyes; 
Yet ſhall their crimes thro' mercy link eraſ d, 

When fallen Innocence repentant dies ! 24 
O'er man, baſe man! ſuſpended hangs the ſword, 

Whoſe perjur'd vows betray'd the ſpotleſs heart; 
Who, void of honour ridicules the word, 

By which he robb'd her of her nobleſt part. 28 
Such were his thoughts—when, from an obſcure ſpot, 

The voice of ſorrow ſtruck upon his ears; 
In accents of deſpair it mourn'd its lot, 

And crav'd aſſiſtance with a flood of tears. 32 
Oh! gentle ſtranger whoſoe'er thou art, 

In kind compaſſion ſooth my ſpeechleſs woes, 


Eaſe theſe Keen pangs which rend a breaking heart, 


And grant a dying penitent repole ! 35 
Prudence 
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("70") 
Prudence, forbade his flying to aſſiſt; 


And in low whiſpers warn d him to beware, 
Were beſt ſhe cried the impulſe to reſiſt, 

Than ruſh unguarded in the deep laid ſnare. 40 
But pity pleaded for the child of woe, 

Sigh'd at its griefs and mourn'd its anxious care; 
He flew the balm of comfort to beſtow, 

And fnatch the ſtruggling victim from deſpair! 44 
He flew—and found her ſtretch'd on the cold ground, 

Famiſh'd with hunger and oppreſt with grief, 
Her ſteadfaſt eye was loſt to objects round; 

Her fault'ring tongue had ceaſ'd to crave relief. 48 
He raiſ'd her ſenſeleſs in his trembling arms, 

And whiſperd comfort to her dying ſoul ; 
His ſoothing voice diſpell'd deſpair's alarms. 


While every paſſion yielded to controul. 52 
Pity 


the. 


Pity recall'd the ſpirit, er it fled 
Oppreſt with ſorrow, to a kinder home; 
.E'er yet the griſly monarch of the dead, 
Receiv'd the ſummons which pronouncd her 
doom. 56 
An inward figh burſt from her aching breaſt; 
Her heavy eyelids half drawn back diſplay d 
Thoſe languid eyes, that once ſuch love expreſt, 
That beam'd on him, whom their kind ſmiles be- 
tray'd. 60 
She trembling ſtrove to riſe from Alcon's arms, 
And faintly thank'd him for his gen'rous cares ; 
A tranſcient ſmile recall'd thoſe faded charms 
Waſh'd from her cheeks with penitential tears! 64 
* Pardon” ſhe cried, © a {tranger's rude requeſt, 


A wretch forlorn, whoſe only pray'r's to die, 
C Nor 
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Nor ſpurn a guilty penitent oppreſt, 
Whom death will kindly hide from every eye.” 68 
The heart of Alcon mourn'd her hopeleſs fate, 
Rever'd her ſorrows and her crimes forgot: 
He pitied virtue in its fallen ſtate, 
And felt the hardſhips of its luckleſs lot. 72 
| Impreſt with grief, he led the trembling fair, 
On to that home, where miſery held its reign ; 
Where blaſted virtue pin'd in black deſpair ! 
Or ſelf betray'd, betrays mankind again! 70 
Thro' many a lonely ſtreet ſhe led the way, 
Whole dark abodes ſhielded from every eye 
The child of woe, to foul diſeaſe a prey, 
Hid from the world in wretchedneſs to die. 80 


At length the wand'rers reach'd a loneſome court, 


Choak'd up with ruins which around it lay ; 
|  M 


1 
It ſeem'd a place where murd'rers might reſort, 


To brood deſtruction and elude the day 84 


And here ſhe pauſ 'd—her fault'ring tongue eſſay d, 
To thank her kind protector for his cares; 
She ſtrove to ſpeak but grief her words betray'd, 
And cer ſhe ſpoke diflolv'd them into tears. 88 
* Enough” cried Alcon, © nor no longer grieve, 
Benignant Heav'n hath heard your tearful prayers, 
And ſent a pitying ſtranger to reheve 
Your num'rous wants, and ſoften all your cares. 92 
Fear not to truſt me with thy mournful tale, 
The voice of comfort may your ſorrows eaſe ; 
Nor ſpare the wretch whom virtue could aſſail, 
And blaſt, perhaps, an aged parent's peace! 96 
Or if you ſhrink beneath that parents frown, 


Whoſe injur'd honour overcomes his love ; 
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III plead your cauſe 'till pity makes him own, 


His erring daughter may repentant prove.” 1c 
Deeply ſhe ſigh'd, yet e er ſhe cou'd reply, 

E'er ſhe could ſay he'd kindly plead in vain;” 
The black'ning ſtorm burſt from the low'ring ſky, 

And drench'd their floating garments with the 

rain, 104 

* Adieu” ſhe cried, © for ne'er can I repay 

Your gen'rous kindneſs, but with grateful tears; 
Yet he whoſe goodneſs cheers the gloomy day, 

Shall claim remembrance in my fervent pray'rs! 108 
Or if the ſorrows of a hapleſs maid, 

Will not too tedious, or offenſive prove; 
Scorn'd by her friends, by villainy betray'd, 

The hopeleſs victim of miſtaken Love! 112 


But, gentle lranger as the night's far ſpent, 


Defer 


( 
Defer the tale till the enſuing day; 


When of your promiſe ſhould you not repent, 

And gentle pity leads you back this way, 116 
With anxious care I'll watch for your return, 

And count the tedious moments as they fly ; 
Yet ſhou'd you fail, in anguiſh I ſhall mourn, 

Pine at your abſence 'till with grief I die.” 120 
Fear not,” cried Alcon, * nor condemn mankind, 

Becauſe you ſuffer thro' a villain's art ; 
For virtue ſtill expands the opening mind, 

Of many a noble, many a gen'rous heart! 124 
Vices in men are hke ſome baneful weed, 

Which ul'd with caution proves a ſov'reign balm, 
A balm which men's diſtemper'd bodies need, 

To cleanſe from ſickneſs, and preſerve from 


harm. 128 
D 59 
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So vice effects repentance thro' remorſe, 
And proves to man an ever chaſt'ning rod; 
Alarming guilt, and changing error's courſe, 
From vice to virtue, and to virtue's God. 132 
This night—farewell—yet ere we part receive 
The welcome trifle which this purſe contains; 
Which ſtil] is open, ſorrow to relieve, 
And ſnatchdiſtreſs from mil ry's poignant pains.” 135 
Her trembling hand receiv'd the gen'rous boon, 
Yet ere ſhe could her kind deliv'rer bleſs ! 
He cried © farewell“; and inſtantly was gone, 
Nor ſtopp'd to ſharpen gratitude's diſtreſs. — 1 40 
And now the ſtorm had ſpent its wat'ry rage, 
And ſullen fled before the riſing ſun, 


Whoſe orient beams illum'd fair N ature's page, 


While buſy Commerce all her toils begun. 144 
Alcon 


n 

Alcon unmindful of the alter'd ſcene, 

Impreſt with pity homeward bent his way; 
While tranquil Nature wore an air ſerene, 

And ting'd with ſmiles the op ning face of day. 148 
Soft were his ſlumbers unalloy'd with fear; 

No jarring paſſions could his reſt oppoſe, 
To heav'n in grateful thanks he breath'd a pray, 

While conſcious virtue lulld him to repoſe! 132 
The ſon of pleaſure overcome with wine, 

Home from the Bagnio, ſtagg'ring takes his way; 
Stript of his all; in beaſtlineſs ſupine, 

At once the ſport of bullies and their prey. 156 
Or ſnar'd by gamblers, mankind's deadlieſt foes ; 

Thrown off his guard by their inveigling cant, 

He loſes thouſands, as he ſenſeleſs throws, 


And wakes to miſery, deſpair, and want! 160 
Like 


1 
Like ſordid ſouls, who no compaſſion have 
For ſuff ring Virtue, ſtruggling with diſtreſs : 
Yet ſhow'r their Ken treaſures on the knave, 
Who ſtoops to flatter, where he can't oppreſs.— 164 
"Twas noon ere Alcon roſe refreſ{h'd, to dreſs 
And ſtrictly keep the promiſe which he made, 
Again to ſeek the dwelling of diſtreſs, 


No more envelop'd in the night's deep ſhade. 168 
The ſcene was chang d, the buſy buſtling croud, 
Joſtle each other as they hurrying meet ; 
A motley mixture of the mean, and proud, 


Paſs, and repaſs; in every crouded ſtreet. 172 
The ſcene was chang'd—lor like the beaſts of prey 

Who ſeek their dens at the approach of light, 
Each fallen female ſhun'd the ſmiling day, 


And waited anxious for the ſhades of night. 


170 


With 


E 

With haſty ſteps he ſoon retrod the ground, 

Which gentle pity made him tread before; 
And ſoon the deſolated ſpot he found, 

Whoſe dreary waſte pale famine's viſage wore. 180 
A ruinous houſe prop'd up on either fide, 

Which rock'd with ev'ry chilling blaſt of air; 
Serv'd mi{'ry's child, in ſolitude to hide 

Her ſpeechleſs grief, and ſicken with deſpair, 184 
The ſhatter'd caſements whiſtling with the wind, 

In boiſt'rous clamour ſhook without controul ; 
Infuſing melancholy oer the mind, 

And whiſp'ring ſpeechleſs horror to the ſoul! 188 
Alcon with caution paſl 'd the fallen door, 

Which long neglected on the ground had lain; 
Too old to ſerve its former purpoſe more, 


Was left to rot unheeded in the rain. 192 
E A 


618) 
A group of wretches met his pitying eye, 

On whoſe pale features miſery printed ſtood; 
Who vainly ſtrove to ſhun th' inclement ſky, 
Which chill'd the current of their tainted blood. 196 
While ſome. o ercome by liquor's Lethean ſpell, 

Dead to their ſorrows ſought repoſe in {leep; 
Awhile to bid deſpair and grief farewell, 

And'then to wake, to ſuffer, and to weep ! 100 
Yet, ſome, whom poverty obliged to wait 

Th uncertain wages of their nightly ſhame, 
Brooded in ſilence o'er their hapleſs fate, 

Blaſted in honour, happineſs, and fame ! 10 
Alcon of them enquir d the way which led 

To miſery's child, oppreſ{'d with inward grief, 


Lead on” he cned, © to ſorrow's thorny bed, 


That pitying Virtue may afford relief.“ 108 
One 


©. 
One heard—and willingly ſhe led the way, 
Applauding Alcon for his gen'rous care 
For tho' ſecluded from the ſmiling day, 
Her boſom: heav'd with pity's gentleſt tear. 112 
A glimm'ring ruſhlight ſhew'd the dubious way, 
Render'd more dang'rous by each creaking ſtair ; 
Which fell unheeded {wiftly to decay, 
As if too rotten to deſerve repair. 116 
At length ſhe pointed to a loneſome room, 
Which hid its inmate from the ſmiling day, 
Gave him the light—and cried © the ſtranger's come,” 
Then ſighing turn'd reluctantly away,— 120 
* Oh! deign to enter” ſaid the child of fate, 
For life's ſhort moments ſeem 1n haſte to fly ; 


That I my ſpeechleſs ſorrows may relate, 


And bleſs my kind deliv'rer ere I die. 124 
Alcon 


| 
| 
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( 20 
Alcon obey'd, and ſilently drew near 
The couch where ſickneſs unattended lay; 
He pay'd the tribute of a pitying tear, 
Fo fallen Virtue drooping with decay, 228 
* And art thou come, by gentle pity led, 
To ſooth my thorny pillow wet with tears; 
To cheer the gloom which ſhrouds the dying bed 
Of guilt, ſtill ſtruggling in this world of cares! 232 


For hard's the ſtruggle of the burſting heart, 

Ere the ſad ſoul can wing its flight away; 
Or leave thoſe charms, deluſive hopes imparts ; 

To ſink unheeded from the ſmiling day. 230 
For anxious mem'ry brings again to view. 

An aged, injur'd parent, ever dear! 


| White wand'ring fancy paints the laſt adieu, 


That ſtill in pleaſing tremors ſtrikes my ear. 240 
Fled 
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Fled are thoſe pleaſures which I once poſleſt, 

Thoſe pleaſing ſcenes of youthful joys are Oer; 
Yet in the grave ſhall ev'ry ſorrow reſt, 

And fallen virtue ſhall lament no more.”— 244 
Alcon eſſay'd to cheer her drooping heart, 

* Life's courſe” he cried, © tho' ſhort, may not be ran, 
And with this world in {miles you yet may part.” 

She ſ1gh'd, and thus her mournſul tale began:—248 
* They call me Emma, yet in pity ſpare, 

Nor urge a wiſh to know my parent's name, 

No longer mine, tho' mourn'd with many a tear, , 

Loſt thro' my folly, ſullied with my ſhame! 232 
Bred to the camp from childhood's earlieſt age, 

A ſoldier's fortune prov'd my father's fare, 
Who trod unnotic'd Honour's pointed ſtage, 


Nor gain'd preferment from the toils of war. 256 
F He 
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„ 
He lov'd his country's ſacred rights to guard, 
And ventur'd life, her freedom to defend : 
And tho' his courage met no kind reward, 
He ſtil} remain'd her warmeſt, nobleſt friend. — 260 
At length kind peace recall'd with gentle ſmiles, 
Her laurelFd warriors from the field of death ; 
To meet their friends, to ceaſe deſtructions toils, 
Crown'd with Honour's never fading wreath. 264 
My father flew to meet his much lov'd wite, 
Who mourn'd his abſence with uncealing care ; 
Which fled when he return'd again with lite, 
Coyer'd with wounds from the victorious war. 268 
Two years they liv'd in harmony and peace, 
Enjoying ſolitude's ſtill varying charms ; 


When Heav'n, as if their bleſſings to mcreale, 


Gave them a daughter to their longing arms. 272 
Yet 


( &3 } 


Yet ſoon, too ſoon, was ev 'ry pleaſure Oer, 


For heav'n recall'd the beſt of mother's home; 
Who left a child, and huſband to deplore, 

Her living virtue's at the ſilent tomb,— 276 
But time whoſe ſoy'reign balm heals ev'ry ſmart, 
Relieving ſorrow from her ſharpeſt pain; 

Brought conſolation to th' afflicted heart, 

And ſweet contentment beam'd in ſmiles again. 280 
Among thoſe friends who ſooth'd the fad deſpair, 

The inward anguiſh of my father's mind, 

Shone genfrous Wentworth whoſe unbounded care, 

Reliev'd his ſorrows and his woes reſin'd. 284 
His gentle daughters my companions were, 

Their kind attention ſoften'd ev'ry grief, 

And when fond memory recall'd a tear, 


They, anxious, ſtrove to offer me relief. 288 
Moments 
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Moments of bliſs, too exquiſite to laſt ! 


How ſoon no more—how rapid in their flight j 
Yet oft remembrance painting pleaſures palt, 
Diſpells the gloom of ſorrows cheerleſs night. 292 
Three years were ſpent in one coiitinual run 
Of harmleſs pleaſure unalloy'd with pain, 
When fatal ſight !—I ſaw Sir Wentworth's ſon, 
Who from his travels had return'd again. 296 
The form of Henry grac'd with every art, 
The gentle accents which his tongue expreſt, 
Gain'd by ſurpriſe my unſuſpecting heart, 
And fix d love's porſon'd arrow in my breaſt! 960 
No gentle mother's precepts now could guide, 
My erring footſteps in the devious way, 
Of affectation, flattery, and pride, 
Which led my heart inſenſibly aſtray. 304 


14121 

I, fond, believ'd the gentle tale of love, 

It eaſ d my heart which long had felt its ſlame; 
Nor thought that Henry could unfaithful prove, 

But to his Emma would remain the ſame. 308 
Deluſive thought, it robb'd me of my peace 

And deeply wounded a fond parent's heart; 
Whoſe anxious cares—whoſe griefs can never ceaſe, 

Till death ſhall kindly heal the inward ſmart. 312 
Too ſoon I found the dream of pleaſure o'er, 

Alas too ſoon that cruel men betray ! 
That once betray'd—tond women charm no more, 

But weeping droops to cold negle& a prey! 316 
My father left me to Sir Wentworth's care, 

While he far diſtant ſooth'd a dying friend ; 
Whole ardent friendſhip prov'd thro' many a year, 


That real affection which was doom'd to end. 320 
G Netz 
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Yet ere he left me, with a kind embirace. 


He cried remember a fond mother's pray'r, 
Her gentle virtue's in your mind retrace, 

And guard your ſpotleſs Innocence with care. 324 
Oh! fatal moment where was virtue's friend ? 

Where ſacred reaſon, that ſhe could not guide 
The ſtruggling heart, and innocence defend, 

From treach'ry's ſnare, which vice had learn'd to 

hide ? 328 

Deſtructive hour hen firſt betray'd by love, 


I fell reſiſtleſs; fell no more to riſe : 


Vet gen'rous ſtranger {pare me nor reprove, 


Pity my ſorrows, nor my grief deſpiſc, 332 
I mourn'd my fall in accents of deſpair; 

I pray'd for death to hide me from mankind ; 
But Henry's vows diſpell'd enth anxious care, 


2 


And calm'd the riſing tumult of my mind. 335 
| 


6 
I go, he cried, to Emma's noble friend, 
My gen'rous father his conſent to gain ; 
That join'd in wedlock I may then defend, 
Thy gentle boſom which I've fIFd with pain.—340 
He went—and ſoon the dreadful tidings came ! 
That Henry ſuddenly had left his home; 
I flew to ſeek the partner of my ſhame, 
Urg'd by diſpair, in 1gnorance to roam.— 344 
For many a lonely mile I wander'd on, 
Spent with fatigue and overcome with grief. 
Like one forlorn, thro' villainy undone 
To whom no friend but death cou d give relief! 348 
At length my baſe betrayer I o'ertook, 
The crimſon fluſh of guilt dyed deep his face, 
Surpriſ'd !—aſtomſh'd !—art awhile forſook 


His guilty breaſt, and anguiſh fill'd the place. 352 
Yet 
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Yet ſoon, too ſoon, the deep plann'd tale e 
Too deep, too ſpecious, to betray his art; 
He ſooth'd my grief with vows of laſting love, 
Of love that ne'er had touch'd his blacken'd 
heart. | 350 
Oh! injur'd Emma canſt thou yet forgive, 
A crime enforc d by duty's ſtern decree ; 
I urg'd my parent his conſent to give, 


But urg'd in vain Ie baniſh'd me from thee. 366 


-Fearful alas to wound thy gen'rous heart, 


And fondly hoping time might bring relief; 
With frenzy'd ſteps I haſt'ned to depart, 

And ſought a ſolitude to hide my grief 304 
But gentle Emma never more we'll part, 
We'll fly to London, there unknown to dwell, 


Its pleaſing ſcenes ſhall cheer your drooping heart, 
Recall delight and every-care diſpel.— 308 


E- 


Torn from my friends of inhocence deſpoil'd, 


I ſhrunk from Virtue's penetrating eye; 
E'en from a parent dear my heart recoil'd, 
And wiſh'd unknown in ſolitude to die 
In vain, delufive pleaſure forc'd a ſmile, 
Each friendly effort cauſ'd a pang too dear ; 
Unmeaning love cou'd ne'er my woes beguile, 
But from my boſom wrung the filent tear. 
I ſaw myſelf by him I lov'd betray! 
I ſaw a-parent's boſom fraught with pain, 
While I in guilt's, dear bought, attire array'd, 
Had loſt a treaſure I could ne'er regain ! 


In vain I urg'd him to conceal my ſhame, 


372 


380 


My ſuppliant pray'rs, my tears no more could move, 


In vain I pleaded a dear parent's fame, 


For ever blaſted thro' my luckleſs love! 
H 


384 


He 


6300 
He ſtood unmov'd the charm at length was Oer, 
The guilty perjurer threw the maſk aſide ; 


The time is come, we part to meet no more— 


. We part for ever, my ſeducer cried. — 388 
I ceaſ'd to breathe, life ſeem'd no longer dear, 
Its only ſtay, its fondeſt charm was gone; 
i Mute was my grief, no kind relieving tear, 
| | Eaſ'd a full heart from which ſweet hope was 
1 flown, 392 
| Reluctant death why was my pray'r denied ? 
| Why did not he whoſe power can take, or give, 
Recall my ſoul ?—I then in peace had died, 
But heav'n forbad and I was doom'd to live. 395 
Was doom'd the pangs of injur'd love to bear, 
Scorn'd by a world that frown'd on ev'ry ſide ; 
Some lonely ſhade I ſought with many a tear, 


The child of ſhame and miſery to hide, 400 
Chance 


30 

Chance led my wand' ring ſteps to this ſad ſpot, 

Which ſeem'd to ſhield its inmate from the day; 
Where betray'd Innocence might pine forgot, 

Of ſpeechleſs grief, of wretchedneſs the prey. 404 
A trifling ſum the all which guilt had left, 

From day to day procur'd a ſcanty meal, 
But that was gone—of every ſource bereft, 

My breaſt was doom'd keen hunger's pangs to 

feel, 408 

Yet death's approach made life again ſeem dear, 

Tho' oft on it with tears I'd call in vain ; 
My ſtruggling ſoul {till wiſh'd ta linger here, 

Where nought awaited it but grief and pain. 412 
Urg'd by deſpair, by hunger, ſhame and want; 

I ſought a ſhort exiſtence to prolong, 
I traverſ'd infamy's nefariqus haunt, 


And ſhudd'ring mix'd with the polluted throng ! 416 
Often 


1 
Often I ſhrunk from the inſulting ſneer, 
Of harden'd guilt that ridicubd my woes. 


That turn'd to laughter ſorrow's ſacred tear; 
. And praiſ d the wretch that robb'd me of re- 
poſe! | | 420 
Till ſpent with hunger, ſtung with conſcious ſhame, 


I ſunk exhauſted overcome with grief, 


1 
1 
| 


1 
E. 
4 


Feebly I call'd upon a parent's name, 
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And crav'd in accents of deſpair relief; 424 
"Twas the kind ſtranger heard the voice of woe, 

Angelic pity warm'd thy noble heart, 
Thy foſt'ring hand was open'd to beſtow, 

A ſoothing balm to eaſe the cureleſs ſmart, 428 
But vain, alas, are all thy gen'rous cares, 

They come too late, for life's laſt ſtruggle's o'er; 


The awful meſſenger of death appears, 


And mil ry wrings my tortur'd breaſt no more. 432 
Ye 


6383 
Yet ere I die, ere life's laſt ſigh has flown, 


Il offer up a penitential pray'r, 
Wafted by ſighs to heav'n's eternal throne, 

And dying bleſs thee with a grateful tear.” 436 
When as ſhe ceaſ'd led by th* unerring arm 
Of pitying Heav'n, which in mercy ſmil'd 
An anxious parent ſought with fond alarm, 

A long lamented and expiring child !— — 440 
Alcon was kneeling by the dying maid, 

Her clay-cold hand was gently lock'd in his; 
Freely ſhe pardon'd him who had betray'd ; 

While hope portray'd eternal ſcenes of bliſs! 444 
* Oh! where,” he cried, to Alcon as he roſe, 

* Thou baſe betrayer, haſt thou hid my child? 
Deteſted wretch—where, robb'd of her repoſe, 


Pine's the fond maid, of innocence diſporl'd ?” 448 
I Here 


_ 


( 94?) 


Here lies the penitent,” ſhe faintly faid, 


That conſcious ſhrinks from a fond parent's eye; 
That heap'd freſh forrows on his aged head, 

Waiting his pardon—then in peace to die.— 452 
And, oh! recall thoſe words but il] applied, 

To him, whoſe kindneſs ſnatch'd me from diſtreſs 3 
But for whoſe aid unpitied I had died, 

Nor heard a parent's conſolating bleſs.” — 45 
Swift as the lightning's inſtantaneous blaze; 

He 155 to claſp her to his throbbing breaſt, 
In ſpeechleſs pleaſure ſne could only gaze, 

A parent's feelings beſt expreſſ'd the reſt! 460 


0 My long loſt child, my injur'd Emma dear, 


A father's pardon cancels ev'ry crime ; 


Sweet ſuff ring victim of a fate ſevere, 


You fall lamented, faded in life's prime.” 464 
She 


K 
She mourn'd and faintly raiſ d her dying head, 
Her languid features ore a ſmile of peace; 
Her ſou] was freed the ſuff ring ſpirit fled, 
To where its cares, its ſorrows all would ceaſe ! 468 
A ſigh of pity burſt from Alcon's heart, 
Who view'd the ſtruggles of parental woe; 
He ſtrove the balm of comfort to impart, 
And gave the all which pity could beſtow. 472 
The aged ſtranger thank'd him for his cares, 
While tears of anguiſh gliſten'd as he ſpoke, 
Alas, he cried, o 'ercome with length of years, 
„ My weak'ned mind can ſcarce ſuſtain the 
ſtroke. 470 
For twice has death with his envenom'd dart, 
Slain each fond hope with a remorſeleſs rage; 


Twice has he ſported with my ſtruggling heart, 


And left it nought but miſery and age! 480 
Nv 


(636) 


No longer hope with a deluſive ſmile, 


Portrays thoſe tranſient pleaſures doom'd to ceale; 
A wife and child no more my woes beguile, 

They're fled to ſcenes of everlaſting peace! 484 
What fond impatience wing'd my anxious feet, 

As borne by love I haſt ned to my home; 
My duteous Emma there with ſmiles to meet, 

From whom the calls of friendſhip made me 

roam. 488 

But ali! Joy fled at the alarming ſound! 

A ſenſeleſs tremor crept upon my mind ; 
My child was gone n vain 1 ſought around, 

She'd left no traces of her flight behind. — 492 
While vague ſuſpicion with impetuous force, 

Ruſh'd on my ſoul to miſery a prey; 


I ſaw her loſt without the leaſt reſource, 


And curſt the artful wretch that could betray ! 496 


Agam 


1 
Again I left my home, no longer dear, 
To ſeek the victim of deluded love; 
Who, perliaps, mourn'd her fall with many a tear, 
And ſhunr'd a parent left he ſhould reprove: 300 
Each dark abode of miſery and pain, 
Each crouded Bagnio and each public place, 
I vainly ſought my Emma to regain, 
And guide her wand'ring footſteps back to 
peace. | 504 
At length all-gracions heaven heard my pray'r, 
And deign'd to gratify my fond defire ; 
I found the ſpot of miſery and care ; 
And ſaw the dying penitent expire!“ 508 
* Heaven” cried Alcon, as the ſtranger ceaſ d, 
* Through trial puriſies man's ſoul for bliſs; 
When cleanſ d from fin the ſuff Ter is releaſ d, 


And borne to happier elements than this. 512 
K Then 
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Then ceaſe to weep, but to this lifeleſs frame, 


Pay thoſe reſpects which nature's feelings crave ; 
The clay-cold turf ſhall cover it from ſhame, 

And bury ev'ry ſorrow in the grave! 516 
M eanwhile, to you, the mournful tale I'll tell, 


Ol all the poignant ſorrows ſhe has borne, 


Of ev'ry incident that her befel, 


Since from your tender boſam ſhe was torn.— 320 
Soft as refreſhing dew from Heaven deſcends, 
His ſoothing voice in gentle accents fell; 


Oppreſt with grief the aged ſtranger bends, 


And bids the ſcene of miſery farewell ! * 524 
And 


Soft as the dew from Heay'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell; 
The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, 


And follows to the cell. 
GoLDSMITH-« 


( 39 ) 

—And now the echoes of the deep toned bell, 

In ſolemn ſadneſs ſtrikes upon the ear; 
It hails the inmate of ſome lonely cell, 

Bedew'd with fond affection's ſacred tear: 328 
In mournful filence ſee the bier draws nigh, 

To that long home, where all life's trav'lers reſt; 
Onward the bearers move, while many a ſigh, 

Burſts from a parent's agitated breaſt ! 532 
Twas Emma's corſe borne to an early grave! 

Follow'd by Alcon and his weeping friend. 
The tend'reſt tear of pity Alcon gave ; 

Which ſeal'd the ſorrows of her hapleſs end. 536 
When 'croſs the church-yard path in pompous pride, 

A ſplendid retinue in haſte repair; 
*Twas perjur'd Henry led a beauteous bride, 


Nor dream't that Emma's lifeleſs form was there! 540 
But 
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But ſoon the dreadful tidings reach'd his ear 
Like one aghaft, the baſe tetrayer ſtood ; 

His boſom heav'd with eftilt, remorſe and fear, 
While horror froze the current of his blood! 544 

Three times he groan'd, then drooping hung his bead 
For fighs of ſorrow filr d his breaſt with pain, 

His guilty ſpirit ſtruck with terror fled— 

Lifeleſs he ſunk never to riſe again! — 348 


Deep in one grave the hapleſs pair were laid, 


Beneath one tomb in filent peace to reſt; 


While een willows, with their foliage, lade, 


The fad remains of innocence oppreſt. | 552 


And oft while pleaſure ſlumbers on its bed. 


Thoſe whom the fweets of ſolitude revere 5 
By gentle pity's ſacred guidance led, | 
Here pay the grateful tribute of a tear! 550 
. FINIS. 


2 8—8—.———————— 


Lendon:— Printed by W. GLENDINNING, No. 25, Hatton-Gar den. 


ad 
| 
# 
b » 
d g 
- : i 
\ 
* 
# 
l l n [ bl * 
FL. b = 0 
9 
P 4 
4 
hi _— \ = 06.2 k . m = ne ( _ — Sa X _4 — — 4 1 b 
— — - ———————ůͤ— — — = = — . ˙ 1 —ͤtKẽ —²VUY ——— 2 — — ——— _ — — 
ol o 
* N = * 
1 = 
= = y © o \ = * 
o A J 4 
* = by = b ' 
4 = bd = 
=_ o = || of 
pa 1 
7 * * 8 
* 
_ 5 l bb 2 b = C 
C _ _ 
7 4 
* 8 X = 4 
LY a : 
N = 
F F _ o = b 
bl = 
. 1 8 "hs 
& - , = 
of Q b 
| a 
l \ 
k * 
8 * 2 0 
N | 
* Cl 
* Y 
\ 
q 
I 
= 1 . 
w 4 —_ 
U = 
1 
P N = 
= a L 
\ : 
1 II y 
* 6 
. 


